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This is a Walt Disney Original Little Long Playing record, 
and lam your Disneyland story reader. I am going to begin now to 
read the story of GEORGE AND THE HAPPIEST MILLIONAIRE. 
You can read along with me in your book, You will know 
it is time to turn the page when Tinker Bell 
rings her little bells like this... 


-LET'S BEGIN NOW. 








John whistled as he walked down Walnut Street. He 
stopped at a fine looking house. It belonged to the hap- 
piest millionaire in town! 

“I am going to be the new butler here,’ John said to 
himself. 





“Please, sir,” John said, “I will keep the silver shiny 
and I will serve tea just right.” 

“Yes, yes, I am sure you will do fine,” said the million- 
aire. “But your most important job is to look after my 
alligators.” 

“They are just harmless pets,” the millionaire told 
him. “Harmless, indeed,” thought John. 


Poor John did not have time to be a good butler. He 
did not even have time to be afraid. He was too busy 
trying to keep the master’s alligators out of mischief. 

“Some people have such troublesome pets,” he 
grumbled. 
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The alligators were such a bother. John was always 
picking up after them. 





They crept into the living room when John was not 
looking. They upset tables and chairs. They broke the 
best china. 





And that was not all. The alligators thought it was 
great fun to frighten nice old ladies! 


Even giving the alligators their baths was not an easy 
job. John always ended up getting a bath himself—in 
cold water! 

The alligators thought that was fun, too! 








They also thought it was much better to take their W 
baths in the family bathtub. Ne 
The master’s wife often found one of them hiding 
under the bubbles just as she was ready to step into the 





John did not know how many alligators there were. 
He could never get them all together in one place long 
enough to count them. 

“Let me see,” he began. “One—two—three — four —” 





“Oh, dear. Now it is back to one again,” he sighed, as 
the alligators slipped out of sight. 
The pets were always looking for something good to 





eat. Cook did not like them in her kitchen. And she had 
to push them out with her broom, again and again. 
It was very hard on the broom—as well as on Cook! 





The new maid thought the alligators were after her. 
But they really wanted the chocolate cake! 
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The maid did not like alligators. She had found one in her 
bed the first night she came to work for the Millionaires! 





One afternoon, while the alligators were taking naps, 
the maid opened up all the windows. 

“That will let some fresh air in,” she said. But that 
evening, she forgot to close the windows. 





It was a cold, frosty night. Mr. and Mrs. Millionaire 
came home very late from a lovely party. 

“How cold the house is,” said the millionaire, as they 
came inside. His wife began to shut all the windows. 





The master went to say “Good night” to his alligators. 
A terrible thing had happened. 

All the water in their pools had turned into ice! The 
alligators were trapped and could not move, 





John and the master carefully chipped the ice off each 
one of the alligators. It was a long, hard job. 


John and the master carried the pets into the living 
room. They laid them gently in front of the fire to get 


warm. 
The master’s wife and Cook brought hot water and 
towels from the kitchen. 








The alligators did not move. They did not blink an 
eye, They just lay there like pieces of wood. 

“It is too late to save them,” said the millionaire, sadly. 

Even John was unhappy. Right then and there he 
knew that he really liked the alligators, after all. 
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The next morning loud roars and loud bellows awak- 
ened everyone in the house. 
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The alligators were everywhere! They were all right! 


They were alive! 
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The master was so happy. John was so happy. Lvery- 
one was happy. Everyone but the maid, that is, and she 
left by the back door. 
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Once again, the alligators were in and out of the house. 
They were getting into trouble and making noise, But 
nobody cared. The millionaire just smiled at them. 

John smiled too. After all, he was happy working for 
the happiest millionaire in town! 





